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Author's Notes: 


| don\'t think you have to read The Letter to get a feel about this story, but you can if you want to. | would like to have any type 


of comments. Thanks for reading this story. 
***| redid this story and changed some of the things in it. Thanks to Mad Andy for catching these problems.*** 


| don\'t know these people or own them. 


Laying on his bed, Ace listened to the radio softly playing. Rock Bottom was their best collaboration. Ace felt so in sync with Paul 
during the recording of this song. Even though he was a littel wild . . Okay, really wild, Paul accepted him for who he was. At a 
concert, during Gene's solo, Paul was saying something with a smile on his face. Ace couldn't hear it over Gene's bass. As they 


walked back on stage, Paul said that he'll tell him after the show, but he never did. Now, Ace'll never know what- 


His doorbell rung and it brought him out of his memories. Turning off the radio, Ace slowly made his way to the front door. 


Standing there dressed for business was Gene Simmons. He was struggling with an overstuffed box. 
"What do you want?" Ace leaned against the door frame. 


"| found this box at Paul's with your name on it" Gene put the box on his knee. Once he had a good grip on the box, he hefted it 
up off his knee. Grunting, Gene continued, "I think he'd want you to have it” 


Ace smiled in his mind. Finally some fucking emotion from this jerk. "You could've called me and left a message. | would've got it 


myself" 
"| wanted to know how you were doing. At the funeral you didn't look really good" 

"Im sorry, but not everyone's going to be happy when a family memeber dies. 

"Ace, take the box. It's fucking hea- 

"If | don't?" 

"Im gonna drop it" Sweat broke out on Gene's newly botoxed face. 

"Why? That's no way to honor a dead friend's possessions. Or should | say a dead lover's possessions?" 


That was the last straw. Gene angrily threw the box down. Something sounded like it broke, but he didn't care. "Ace, don't fucking 
go there!" 


Ace narrowed his eyes to two pinpoints of anger. "He fucking loved you. How could you hurt him like that? How could you use him 


like that? You-" 


Gene grabbed Ace by his shoulders and slammed him hard against the opened door. Yelling in Ace's face, he said, "Fuck you, Ace! 
I'm not a fucking fag. He knew what he was getting into when he got involved with me. All | wanted was a couple of quick fucks and 


blowjobs. Was that too much to fucking ask for? | didn't fucking use him! He wanted to-" 


Pushing Gene away from him, Ace said, "You're always thinking of yourself. You never thought about his feelings or what he could 


be feeling for you. When the shit got too hot, you fucking left. Thats just like-" 
"Oh and you think he wanted a fucking alcoholic like you? Get fucking real!" 


"I'd rather be an alcoholic, then a fucking whore." Bending over, Ace picked up the box. Before he closed the door, he said to his 
former friend, "Just to let you know, | fucking hate you.” 


Before the door closed, Gene yelled, "That makes two of us!" 
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In his room, Ace had Rock Bottom softly playing once more, while he went through the box. Ace picked up this old Alice Cooper t- 
shirt. Smelling it, Ace sighed. Paul's scent was all over it. Putting the shirt on, Ace felt like he had Paul's arms around him. Paul's 
essence filled his nose and mingled with the stale smell of Ace's three day old sweat. Just perfect. 


He saw a couple of pictures with them in them, a couple of notebooks full of songs, Paul's old Gibson, and a small video camera. 
Affer emptying the box of its contents, Ace came across a letter with his name on it. The writing was Paul's too curvy 
handwriting. Having something like this in his possession made Ace feel so selfconscious about his current state; his hair was 
everywhere, his eyes were swollen red, and he hadn't had a date with his toothbrush since they put Paul's body in the ground. 
Quickly puting everything back in the box, Ace put the letter on his bed and nourished his neglected body. 


After having something to eat, Ace sat on his bed with the envelope in his hands. Shakingly, he tore the flap off and slid the 
perfectly folded letter out. Paul did everything to perfection 


Dear Ace, 


You know what? I've always had a small crush on you. The chorus for Rock Bottom was written for Gene, but he never got it. You 
did, though. Thanks. | knew | had reached the bottom of the barrel when | started dating (no, wait a minute, | meant fucking) Gene. | 


should've known he would use me and toss me aside like yesterday's juciest gossip. He's a fucking slut. 


That right back in "1b, | wanted to tell you about my feelings, but l'm so sorry for telling you now and this way. Don't hate me. 
Please. Remember playing the double neck guitar during Hard Luck Woman? | loved having you so close to me. | felt so safe when 


you were close to me. 


l'm so sorry for this. | know you're wondering why | did it. | was fucking miserable and that was the best way | could think of 


escaping life. | was tired of people talking about me. I'm sorry Ace. | love you and l'm watching over you. 


One more thing, check out the video in the camera. | made it for you before you left the band the first time. | know you were 
pissed about Eric joining the band, but we had to keep KISS alive some way, right? | tried everything to stop you from leaving the 
band, and me, but you never budged. You're a stubborn fucker, you know that? That's something | loved/hated about you. 


Remember, l'm looking over you at all times. 

Your Secret Admirer, 

Paul Harvey Eisen 

PS. Maybe | shouldn't have called myself "your secret admirer", but hey, cut a dead guy a little slack. Can't | tell a little joke or 


something? 


Ace smiled through his tears and folded the letter carefully along its creases. He picked up the camera and turned it on. Paul's 


voice came over the line and a few seconds letter Paul appeared on the screen. He did a little strip tease to Rock Bottom. Rock 


Bottom seemed to be big with a lot of people, Ace thought. 


Paul recorded every little detail of his life; his house, his daily routines. He recorded himself having dinner and talked to the camera 


like it was a real person. This made Ace feel a lot better for some reason. He just felt like Paul was in the room with him. 


Feeling more at ease with himself, Ace did something he hadn't done in almost fifteen years. He started writing a song. A song 


dedicated to love never found only in death. 


